142           LIFE ON THE STAGE
1     1     **,rv mo all the time possible for study. -*-"'£?£ SS words^ 1-6 began to stJy Sa'racter, It was an ^excellent. actmg part very
cried'^orwearing one of Miss St. Glair's I'll 'wager it will be an awful nice one, are obliging her, and she is always kind,
j>ut ti.au leaden weight at my heart was too great for gratified vanity to lift. "Bother the tears,' she added; " I heard Mr. Barras say the tears of all actresses were in their handkerchiefs."
" Oh yes I heard him, too," I answered, but he was Just talking for effect. There must be something else, something more. You ? can't move anyone's heart by showing a handkerchief."
"Well," she exclaimed, a bit impatiently, what do you want to do? You don't expect to shed real tears,
do you ? "
" N-n-no!" I hesitated, " not exactly that, but there's -a tone — a —Hattie, last Wednesday, when you quarrelled with young Fleming — I was not present, you know— but that night, a half-hour after our light was out, you spoke to me in the darkness, and I instantly asked you why you were crying and if you had been quarrelling, though you had not even reached the sobbing stage yet. Now how did I know you were crying ? "
" I don't know — anyway I had no handkerchief," she laughed; "you heard it maybe in my voice."
" Yes," I answered, eagerly, " that was it. That curious veiling of the voice. Oh, Hattie, if I could only get that tone, but I can't, I've tried and tried 1"
" Why," she exclaimed, " you've got it now — this very moment!"
"Yes," I broke in impatiently, and turning to her a